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the children of the settlement, on the grassy margin of
the street, or at the domestic thresholds, disporting
themselves in such grim fashion as the Puritanic nur-
ture would permit; playing at going to church, per-
chance; or at scourging Quakers; or taking scalps in a
sham-fight with the Indians; or scaring one another
with freaks of imitative witchcraft. Pearl saw, and gazed
intently, but never sought to make acquaintance. If
spoken to, she would not speak again. If the children
gathered about her, as they sometimes did, Pearl would
grow positively terrible in her puny wrath, snatching
up stones to fling at them, with shrill, incoherent ex-
clamations that made her mother tremble, because they
had so much the sound of a witch's anathemas in some
unknown tongue.

The truth was, that the little Puritans, being of the
most intolerant brood that ever lived, had got a vague
idea of something outlandish, unearthly, or at variance t
with ordinary fashions, in the mother and child; and
therefore scorned them in their hearts, and not un-
frequently reviled them with their tongues. Pearl felt
the sentiment, and requited it with the bitterest hatred
that can be supposed to rankle in a childish bosom.
These outbreaks of a fierce temper had a kind of value,
and even comfort, for her mother; because there was
at least an intelligible earnestness in the mood, instead
of the fitful caprice that so often thwarted her in the
child's manifestations. It appalled her, nevertheless, to
discern here, again, a shadowy reflection of the evil
that had existed in herself. All this enmity and passion
had Pearl inherited, by inalienable right, out of Hester's
heart Mother and daughter stood together in the same
circle of seclusion from human society; and in the na-
ture of the child seemed to be perpetuated those un-
quiet elements that had distracted Hester Prynne be-
fore Pearl's birth, but had since begun to be soothed
away by the softening influences of maternity.